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Ricky Rover Finds A Pal 

A "Buck Desmond" Story 
By DICK KRAVS 



BUCK DESMOND LIKED most peo- 
ple. And they usually liked him — 
just because he was an easy-going, soft- 
spoken cow waddy, with a joke for every 
youngster, and a crumbling lump of sugar 
for every horse. 

Buck was a born drifter. Wearing a bat- 
tered gray Stetson, and a weatherbeaten 
blue Levi jacket, he rambled from town 
to town, leading a string of cow ponies. 
The string never looked the same from 
one week to the next . . . because Buck 
could never refuse a good trade. Cowhands 
used to say that if Buck Desmond ever 
married, he'd probably trade his wife for 
a good-looking pinto pony. Chances are 
they'd have been right! 

"W" ES - BUCK USUALLY liked most 
people. 

But now, as he rode into the little town 
of Prairie Wells, he saw a man that he 
decided he did not like. A big man, red- 
faced, with the brawny, knotted arm of a 
blacksmith— standing by a horse trough, 
cuffing a small boy. Buck Desmond reined 
in his pony and watched for a moment. 
The boy was beginning to cry, but still 
the big man held him and continued to hit 
him with short, mean, punishing blows. 

Slowly, Buck Desmond dismounted. He 
walked over to the man and tapped him on 
the shoulder. 

"Let go of that kid," he said, "or I'll 
break yore arm for yuh!" 

The big man turned around ponderous- 
ly. Tiny eyes gleamed angrily in his red, 
swollen face, and his jowls were unshaven. 
He looked Buck up and down — and evi- 
dently saw nothing to worry him. 

"Where I come from," Mister," he said 
heavily, "we mind our own business. 
Sawy?" 

Buck Desmond nodded, and tipped his 
gray Stetson back. "I savvy," he repeated. 
"An' where I come from, big men don't 
beat up little kids! Touch him ag'in, and 
I'll show yuh why!" 

With an angry curse, the big man moved 
into action. Surprisingly quick, he swung 
a hard right that slammed with mule-kick 
impact against Buck's jaw. His left fol- 
lowed, driving the wind out of the drifter's 



chest, and teetering him backward on rub- 
bery-weak legs. Buck's back slammed 
against the horse-trough. Recovering him- 
self, he ducked a roundhouse right from 
the big man, and thudded a right to his 
stomach. 

The other man blinked a little, and 
charged back in, his fists flailing like pis- 
tons. But now Buck was ready for him. 
Again he avoided th# oncoming blows — 
and smashed a hard fight-and-left combi- 
nation that stopped the giant in his tracks. 
Now Buck lunged forward. A powerful 
left to the heart, and a stunning right 
punch that jarred the big man's jaw and 
slumped him to the dusty roadway. 

Buck looked down at him contemptu- 
ously, as he lay there, gasping for breath, 
his little eyes blinking. Then Buck turned 
to the boy who had stood by during the 
fight. He put his lean, bronzed hand on 
the boy's shoulder. 

"Kid," he asked, "what's yore name?" 

"Rick," the boy replied. "Rick Rover." 

Buck grinned. "Good enough! I don't 
think yore old man will be beatin' yuh up 
ag'in, for quite a while. Mebbe he's learned 
a lesson for hisself!" Gracefully, Buck 
swung into his saddle, and waved his hand 
at the boy. "So long, Ricky." His spurs 
touched the pony's sides gently. "An* good 
luck!" 

»UCK NEVER EXPECTED to see 
either the boy or the man again. But 
*hat night, as he camped in a dry river bed, 
some twenty miles from Prairie Wells, he 
was due for a surprise. For there, standing 
in the pale glow of the firelight", was a 
small, hesitant form . . . the boy of the 
afternoon. He was clutching the rein of 
a dusty, shaggy pony. 

"Well, I'll be hornsw -" Buck ex- 
claimed. "Come here, son!" 

The boy came forward, right up to the 
fire. "I — I follered you," he said. "All ih* 
way from town ... on my pony. I reck- 
oned you'd stop an' camp about here." 

Buck Desmond's brow knitted. 

"But you cain't do that, boy. You cain't 
run away from yore dad like that . . . even 
if he has been beatin' yuh up." 

"He ain't, my dad," Ricky said. "I'm an 
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orphan. His name's Floyd Barlow. He** 
been takin' car* of me — takin' me along 
with him. But he ain't my dad 1" 

"I see . . Buck ■'frowned, "But still, 
yuh cain't run away from htm like that. 
Tomorrow, jest as soon as It turns light— 
yuh have tuh go back tuh him! That's th' 
only right thing tuh do!" 

Suddenly, one of the horses In Buck's 
remuda whinnied shrilly. Buck turned, 
eyes straining into the night. There, com- 
ing along the trail, he could make out the 
dark shape of a rider. Was it the boy's 
foster-father — Floyd Barlow? Nol It was 
several riders— and one of them wore the 
gleaming silver badge of a lawman. They 
rode right up to the edge of the fire, and 
the gray-haired man in the lead nodded 
down at Buck. 

"Evenin'," he said. "Sorry tuh disturb 
yuh." 

"That's all right. Sheriff," Buck said, 
"Can I help yuh?" 

The" rider inclined his head. "I hope yuh 
can. I'm Sheriff Newton, from Prairie 
Wells. I'm lookin' for a feller rode through 
there this afternoon. Folks recognized him 
from a poster in the Post Office. He's want- 
ed back in Kansas for a stage coach rob- 
bery an* murder, couple o' years ago." 

"What's he look like?" Buck asked. 

"Big, red-faced feller. Little eyes. Goes 
under name of Ferd Bevens — or sometimes 
Floyd Barlow. Have yuh seen him?" 

Buck Desmond shook his head. 

"Sorry, Sheriff. I saw him in town this 
afternoon — but not since then." He looked 
over at Ricky, crouching silently by the 
fire. "I'm afraid neither of us can help 
yuh." 

"All right, then," the Sheriff said. "If 
you do see or hear about him, notify us. 
We'll push on now." He reined his horse 
away, and in another moment, the posse 
had disappeared in the night. 

Buck turned to the boy. "Ricky, did yuh 
hear that?" Barlow's wanted for murder! 
Did yuh know it?" 

The boy shook his head. "No — I didn't! 
But I knew he was worried about some- 
thin*. He never wanted tuh head East — or 
even tuh ride through towns. That why he 
beat me up this afternoon . . . 'cause I rode 
intuh Prairie Wells——"' 

6»1 ,HAT ' S RIGHT, RICKY!" a harsh 
voice grated, from outside the ring 
of firelight. "Yuh deserved it. But now, 
I'm achin' tuh git a crack at yore buddy— 
th' feller who cain't mind his own busi- 
ness." 

Slowly, into the light, stepped big Floyd 
Barlow. 



He was holding a Colt .45, the muzzle 
leveled at Buck Desmond's chest. His eyes 
glittered, pig-like, with ill-concealed tri- 
umph. 

"I didn't know where yuh wui headln', 
when yuh took th' pony this afternoon, 
Ricky," Barlow said. "But I follered yuh 
... an* I'm glad I did. Because it kep* 
them posse fellers from grabbin* me . . . 
an' it's goin' tuh give me a chance tuh git 
away." 

He nodded at the grazing ponies of 
Buck's string. 

"I'm taking three of yore fastest bosses," 
he said. "An* I'm headin' north, with th* 
boy. But there won't be any fuss this 
time ..." He raised the revolver slightly, 
and his finger tightened perceptibly on 
the trigger. "Because, stranger, I'm puttin' 
yuh out of th* way for good!" 

"No! No!" Ricky screamed. "Floyd, yuh 
wouldn't!" 

That momentary Interruption was all 
Buck Desmond needed. 

His cowboy boot dug deep into the coals 
and sent a glowing spray of them toward 
the big man. As Barlow recoiled, throwing 
his hand up to his face, to protect himself, 
' Buck hurtled forward. 
\ He drove a vicious punch to the outlaw's 
chest. Barlow grunted, and smashed down 
hard with his gun butt, ripping pain 
through Buck's skull. Now he grinned, 
leaped backward, and leveled the gun 

again. "Take it " he snarled. But Buck 

Desmond lunged forward again, under the 
revolver's sharp challenge. Ha pinioned 
the criminal with steel-like arms around 
t the knees, and felled him like a huge tree, 
i Moments later. Buck had twisted his 
way up, and was pounding relentless blows 
to Barlow's jaw. A right! A left! A final- 
right— and the big man sagged . . . un- 
X conscious. A little driblet of saliva stained 
his unshaven cheek. 

DUCK ROSE TO HIS feet, fists clench- 
ing and unclenching. He threw a tired 
arm around Ricky's shoulder. 

"All right, son," he said. "Git on yora 
pony, and ride after th' sheriff. Tell him 
we've got his man for him. And then come 
back hyar with him. I want tuh see whether 
— whether yuh might like tuh hook up with 
a new pardner." 

The boy turned shining eyes up to Buck. 
"Yuh mean — with you?" 

Buck grinned. "Go on, son. Git th* 
sheriff 1" 

THE END 
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STAMPEDE TO 
DOOM 




SEIN6 FOREMAN OF THE BAR O <?ANCH ISNT 
CHILP'S PLAY. However 
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BUT JUST THEN, ON A WOODED RIDSE JUST ABOVE 
THE CLEAHN.S- 



- START PU6HIN6.' 
I RlSMT DOWN ON ' 
J MASK ID JUMP CLE 





MARK HEARS THE CRY JUST IN TIME 
TO LEAP FROM THE SEAR AS THE 
SCULOER PUJMMETS DOWN.' 




SECONDS LATER, WHEN SUCK AND 
LARIAT HAVE SCRAMBLEO DOWN 
FROM THE RIDSe — 



I WENT INTO 
A CAVE IS MICE 
FROM NOU.. THE 
SEAR WAS IN 
IT. I AM LUCKY 
YOU WERE ON 
IW TRAIL AND 
FOUND ME, 
MASK 



AND I'M LUCKY 
BUCK AND LARIAT 

SOT HERE WHEN 
THEY DID. NCW 
WE'LL HAVE YOU 
BACK TO CAMP IN 
NO TIME, KUNNIN6 

BROOK, AND SET 
THAT LES FIXED.' 




LATER BACK AT CAMP, MARK ON HIS BLACK STALLION, 
BUCK ON HIS PALAMINO AND LARIAT ON H6 EEC eOW, 
RECEIVE THE OO CHIEF'S SLESSINSS.' 



t TRULY, YOU HAVEP PROVED 
YOURSELVES PEAL WARRIORS J 
AND HUNTERS. £0 OUT INTO/ 
THE WORLD WITH OUR , 
" SLESS1N6S 
AND OUR , 
HEARTS, 
TRIBAL * 
3K0THSR&J 



NEVER. WILL WE F0R6ET 
ALL YOU HAVE DONE 
FOR US, SREAT CHIEF, i 
WE SO TO HELP TO V 
~EINS LASTINS '^"^L 
FRIENDSHIP BETWEEN V 
OUR TWO PEOPLES..] 
.THE WHITE 7 
SETTLERS AND < 
SOUR FOSTER » 
{FATHERS, THE yf 
> KEDMEN. f \ 



AND SO. MARC, SUCK AND LARIAT RIDE SU7WLY 
INTO THE SUNSET, A NEW LIFE IS SE6INNIN6 
FOR THEM, SUT THEY LEAVE THEIR HEARTS- WITH 
THEIR INDIAN HOME AND FRIENDS. 




*8E SURE TO SEE THE UEXT ISSUE Or GA8BY HAVES 
WESTERN WHEK THE MUSKETEERS OF THE WEST Flip 
ADVENTURE AW? DAN6ER WtlTlKS FOR THEM 
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N0,«0N/IPIWTHAVE 
TO KNOCK HIM OUT/ HE 
WA& &JCH A 
HE H,UM£ PA00ep 
OUT PROM H\G 
OWN OPOZJ 



